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A 4 Akerg&mfor an boneft Red-coat, 
{3 > CAntFthatyou' il fay 's a wonder ) 

GW, and the Blade, 
/ 1 is Tools, — \s Trade, 

B. F F Pays to Kill, and Plunder, 

- Ren away with the Lawes, 
$1 the Good old Cauſe, 
Ne#talk the Rump, or the Charter, 
© 7# tbe Caſh does the Feat, 
#* Al the reſt *s but a Cheat, 
Without That there's no Faith, nor Quarter. 


Tis the' Mark of our Coin, GOD WITH Us, 
. And tbe Grace of the Lord goes along with't, 
When the Georges are flown, 
Then the Cauſe goes down, 
For the Lord is departed from its 
Then away, &c. 


For Rome, or for Geneva, 
For the Table, or the Altar, 
This ſpawn ofa Vote, 
He cares not a Groat — 
For the Pence, hee's your Dog in a Halter, 
Then away, &c, 


Tho the Name of King, or Biſbop, 
to Noftrils pure may be Loathſom, 
Yer many there are, 
That agree with the Mayor, 
That their lands are wondrous tootbſom. 
Tben away; &-c. 


When our Maſters are Poor, we Leave "em, 
*Tis the as Calf we bow too : 
. Ie Kill, and we ſlay, 
Not for Conſcience, but Pay 
- Give us That, we'll fight for you too. 
Then away, &c, 


'T was. That firſt turn'd the King out 3 
The Lords, next : then, the Commons : 
'Twas that kept up Nel, 
Till the Devil fetch'd his Soul 3 
And then it ſet the Bum on 's. 
Then away, Oc. 


D cunken Dick, was a Lame Proteffor , 
And Fleetwood a Backglider : 
Theſe we ſerv'd as the reſt, 
Bat the City's the Beaft 
That will never caſt her Rider. 
Then away, &c. 


When the Mayor holds the Stirrop, 
And the Sbreeves cry, God (ave your Honours : 
Then, 'tis but a Jump, 
And up yoes the Rump, _ 
That will ſpur to the Devil upon us. 
T hen away, &c« 


>» 


Toan Old Tune. Tom of Bedlam. 


And now for fling at your Thimbleg , 
Your Bedkins, Rings, and. Whiſtles, 
In track for your Toyes, 
We'll fit you with Boys : | 
('Tis the Doftrine of * Hugb's Epiſttes. ) * To the Bur 
Then away, &c. chers wife, 


When your Plate is gone, and your Fewels. , 
You muſt be next entreated , 
To part with your Bags, 
And ſtrip you to Raps, 
And yet not think y*are cheated, 
' Then away, &c. 


Thecrath is, the Town deſerves it; 


"Tis a Brainleſs, Heartleſs Monfeer : 
At a Clubb they may Bayl, 
Or Declare at their Hall , 
And yet at a Puſh not one ſtirs 5 
Then away, &c. | 


Sir Arthur vowd hell treat 'em, 
Far worſe than the men of Cheſter : 
He's Bold, now they*re Cow'd, 
But he was nothing ſo Lewd 
When he lay in the ditch at Leſter. 
Then away, &c« 


The Tord hath left Fohn Lambert, 
And the Spirit, Feak's Anointed, 
But why oh Lord, 
Haſt thou ſheatbdeqg thy Sword 2 
Lo, thy Saintsare diſappointed. 
Then aways & c. 


Tho' Sir Henry be dzparted : 
Sir 7obn makes good the place now, 
And to help out the work 
Of che Glorious Kirk, 
Our Brethren march apace too. 
Then away, &c,. 


While Divines, and States-men wrangle, 
Let the Rump-ridden Nation bite on't, 
There are none but we 
That are fure'to go free, 
For the Souldier 's ftill in the right on'e; 
Then away, &c, A 


It our Maſters w'ont ſupply us, 

With ſony, Food andClotbing : 

Let the State look to't, 
We'll find one that will do't, 

Let bim Live, === well not damn for nothing. 
Then away with the Laws, | 
And the Good old Cauſe, 

Ne'r talk tbe Rump, or the Charter, 
"Tis the Caſb dees the feat, 

All the reſt*s but a Cheat, | 

F'ithout That their's ns Faith, nor Quarters __.. 


